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Summary Biography 


Ottis TaskerOtt” Williams (Septembers, 1919 - October 15, 

2008) wasan Alabama insurance manager,father, grandfather, 
and great-grandfather. After growing upon a a farm in rural 
Crenshaw County, Alabama, during the Great Depression, he 
married Mattie Pearl Bailey (November 13,1923- June 12, 

2009) and served four yearsin th U.S.Army. Having lived 
almost next door to eachother during their childhood the two 
were married for 65 years. They had two sons, Wayne Lavon 
Williams (September, 1945-) and Ricky Lynn Williams (Oc¬ 
tober 30,1949-). Williams started his family in 1943 in Brantley, Alabama, and moved sequentially to Elba, 
Alabama, Andalusia, Alabama, PanamaCity, Florida, Troy, Alabama, and, finally, Dothan, Alabama. 
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Dedication 


My father wasa glorious exampleof what God can do with a human life. He wasraised hard on a farm 
in difficult circumstancesduring The Great Depression. He learned intolerance from his own father who 
struggled to raise ten children in a crowded Alabama farmhouse. But my father changedwith the times. He 
worked hard to raise his own family and to give his sonsopportunities he never had himself. He becamea 
Christian asa young man and taught Sunday School in Baptist churches most of his life. The intolerance of 
his youth gavewayto empathy, charity, and love. He becamean amazing father, husband, and grandfather, 
and hegavefar more to the world than what wasevergiven to him. 

As with all biographies, the one that follows isafrail attempt to describe the character of a human being. I 
wrote a Father’sDay tribute to my father in 2013, five yearsafter his death, and I’ve included it here asa Dedi¬ 
cation becausel believe it provides a beautiful andaccurateaccountofthe kind of man my father was. 

“The blue object on the bench is a 95 year old rusty pulley that I sandedand painted blue. My father’s 
family used it to hang hogsfor bleeding out and gutting. It’s a pulley they used many times during the Great 
Depressionto help feed the family of 12 in their three bed¬ 
room farm house. He always bore the scarsof poverty and was 
not proud of his childhood. But I was.He left that farm at 17, 
joined the army, and married my mother who wasraised just 
down the road from that old farm house.He taught me how to 
play baseball,to fish, and to alwayssay“yessir and no sir" to 
adults. With barely a high school education, he was an extreme¬ 
ly intelligent man with more common senseandwisdom than I 
will ever hope to have. He worked hard to put his two boys into 
the University of Alabama and paid for most of my education. 

He taught Sundayschool in First Baptist Church of Dothan 
and other Baptist churchesfor most of his life. He wasa loving 

in Mobile, Alabama 12/23/2004 
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husband to my mother for 65 yearsbefore leaving to be with Our Lord just 8 months before my mother did 
the same. 

I only sawmy father cry 3 times in my entire life. Thefirst time waswhen they wheeledmy mother into 
surgery for her hysterectomy. Shelooked up at us from the stretcher as the anesthesiamade her groggy and 
said “yall goeatbreakfastnow” and that made him cry. Another time wasat the funeral of his mother. And 
the third time waswhen hewas88. I walked into his bedroom at8 AM. He had been eagerly sitting there 
with suitcasepackedfor two hours. I had just been on the phone and gavehim the good news that the sur- 
geonsin Birmingham had called and told me they had the go-aheadto remove his kidney and 18 inches of 
his Gl tract the next day. There wasa high probability he would die in the surgery but if he survived they 
would remove most of the cancer. When I askedhim why hewascrying that morning of the possibly good 
newshesaid, “I just don’t want to leaveyour mother” and kept on crying. You see,my mother had Alzhei- 
mer’sandif he didn’t survive the surgery it would leaveher alone in that distant and vacant world. 

We live in a world of wonderful fathers. Mine is now with many others in Heavenand there’snothing I 
wouldn’t give to beableto sit with him on my porch and just talk for an hour. To just tell him I love him one 
more time and tell him about my troubles and get his advice, and tell him about the good things that have 
happenedwith me sincehe’sbeengone,things that would makehim proud. And to let him know I’m trying 
hard to be the son I should have been when he was here. I miss and dearly love my father.” Rick Williams 


7 



Table of Contents 


0 Preface(Summary Biography) 5 

0 Dedication 6 

0 Table of Contents 8 

Section 1: Historical Biography io 

Section 2: Documents and Additional Photographs 54 


Section 1: Historical Biography 

Primary Source: Rick Williams, Son 

Information Verification: American Biographies* Level 9* Extremely High 


1. Birth and Early Childhood: Life On a Farm During the Great Depression 10 

• The Fourth Child of Ten 

• Earliest Memories in His Own Words 

2. Teen Years: Working on the Farm to Help Feedthe Family 23 

• Learning How to Feeda Family the Hard Way 

• High School 

3. Leaving the Farm to Join the Army 24 

4. A Happy Marriage to the Girl Next Door 25 

• Growing Up Down the Roadfrom the Bailey Family 

• A Humble Wedding in Pine Level, Alabama 

• Living on an Army Basein South Carolina 

5. Building a Family and a Career in Elba, Alabama 27 

• An Insurance Company Hires a Hard Worker 

• Living on Brunson Hill, Two SonsAre Born 

• A Beautiful Brick Home is Built 


8 



6. A Good Salesman Earns a Promotion 29 

• Life On McRaineyLoop in Andalusia 

• Building Another Stylish Brick Home in Bellwood Subdivision 

7. A Manageris Neededfor a Struggling Insurance District in Florida 31 

8. Transferred to Dothan to Complete His Career 34 

• A Third and Final Home is Built in the Suburbs 

• An Insurance Association Elects a President 

• A Peacefuland Charming Cottage on Gantt Lake 

9. A 30 Year Retirement Follows the 30 Year Career 37 

• A Bountiful Garden and Flowers Everywhere 

10. A Grandson Brings Yearsof Happiness 41 

11. Two SonsChoose Different Paths 46 

12. The Latter Years 49 

Afterthoughts 52 

Section 2: Documents and Additional Photograph s 54 


9 



Chapter! Birth and Early Childhood: Life On a Farm 
During the Great Depression 


Bom to JasparJackWilliams and Gonnie Dot Smith Williams on September3,1919,Ottis Tascal Williams 



The Williams Home circa 1940 

(Photograph: 1985, Rick Williams) 


wasone of ten children. He wasraised on a farm near Dozier, Alabama, during the Great Depression. The lo¬ 
cal community wascalled “Burnout” and it wasabout 5 miles from Brantley, Al. The times werehard, especial¬ 
ly for a family that large with no sourceof income other than from the saleof farm products. Whateverfood 
they ate, they had to raise. Com, beans, peas,tomatos, canesyrup, potatos, chicken, hogs, and cows were some 
of their staples. Many of their clothes were madefrom cotton that they grew in the fields. Their families would 
preservethe meatfrom the animals they butchered by hanging it in a smoke house over the winter. Theydrank 
waterfrom awell they pumped by hand. They madetheir own “lye” soap. Their mothers and aunts would hold 
quilting bees,rotating turns betweenfamilies. 

At this point I want to fast forward about 80 years. It’s 2009. My father and mother had both passedaway 
in thelastyear. I’m attheir homein Dothan, Alabama, cleaning it out for the last time. All the furniture had 



been sold or moved. Every item in every closet and cabinet in the house had been sorted through and every¬ 
thing not wanted by my brother and I had been discarded. I wasjust there one final time to fill afew more 
trash bagsand haul them to the road. My father had a small desk in the den and there wasa cabinet above the 
deskwhere he kept most of his financial papersand other important items. That cabinet wasthe first thing 
I cleanedout when I started 5 weeksprior. I had beenthere 3 previous times to clear things out. Each time 
I wastherel sorted through everything in that cabinet, just asa precaution. There were insurance poilicies, 
bibles, calendars, bank records, and other documents, some probably placed there asfar backas40 years. I 
wasthorough in the previous 3 visits and nothing remained in that cabinet other than one stack of papers that 
I had thumbed through atleasttwice before. I took the stackand wasputting it in a trash bag when I noticed 
ayellow legal pad. I wassuprised to seemy father’s handwriting on eight pages. It wasa letter he had written 
to his only grandchild 30 years beforewhenWeswas only 3 or 4 years old! Evidently he had intended for it to 
be given to Wesatsomepoint in his life but it waslost in his failing memory in his final days. The letter to Wes 
described what it waslike being raised on a farm back in the 1920’s. It wasimportant to him and he loved his 
grandson enough to take time to write about some memories that were dear to him. It beganwith the earliest 
memorythat heeverhad. I’ve transcribed it here aswell ascopies of the originals. 

For Wes 

About 4 Years Old 

Being raised on a farm the first thing I rememberwas being put in a basket Thebasketwasa cotton basket 
- round with sidesabout 11/2 feet high. We had company and while in the basket my father and mother chased 
and caught a chicken to cook for lunch. 

I believe! was 31/2 to 4 yearsold at the time. We lived way out in the country on a farm that my father and 
mother cultivated. They grew com, cotten, and a few peanuts along with garden items suchasonions, potatos, 
cabbage, peas, beans, turnips, etc. This was about the year 1923 or 1924.. 

The first schoolI rememberwas a one room school house. I visited this schooiwith my two older brothers. I 
thought it was nice. We played gamesat recessand at the lunch hour. All classesupto 6th grade was in one room. 
Classin sessionwould comeup and sit on a long bench. Other classeswould be studying. We had to walk about 3 
miles to this school. 

My older brothers carried our lunch in a onegallon bucket. This bucket had beenusedfor canesyrup. Our 
lunch consisted of bisquits baked by our mother that morning. Also baked sweetpotatos, combread, and bacon or 
ham. There was no light bread as we know of it today. 
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At lunch time all kids went outside to eat. We ate under a large oak or hickory tree. After eating we played 
games. This was neat since we played in edgeof woods whcih surronded the school on three sides. Water was 
obtained from a creekabout 100 yards from school. Water came from a spring. After school we walked the 3 miles 
back home. 

We played along the road, got dirty playing in the sand and mud. Therewereno pavedroadsat this time. I 
had not seena carat this time although there weresomecarsin the cities. Transportation wasby wagonor bug¬ 
gies. Roads were sandy and day caused by these mules and wagons going over them so many times. 

We had moved from the housewherel was in the cotton basket. We moved to a houseabout 1/2 mile from my 
grandfather and grandmother. They were the parents of my mother. There nameswere Will Smith and Rebecca 
Elizabeth (Butler) Smith. He was a successfulfarmer and had a large house-barn for mules and cows-smoke 
house for meat, wagon house for wagon, buggies, and farming tools. 

Farmers in those days killed hogsfor meat. Theyscaldedthe hogsin a large barrel, scrapedthe hair off, then 
hung them on a large pole and butchered them. Bacon slabs were hung with bear grassin the smokehouse. Hams 
were hung and smoked but most of the time they were packed with salt and layed on pine limbs in the smokehouse 
to cure for a few days. At that time they weresmokedor cut up and packed in barrells or 5 gal containers for 
future use. Beef (young yearlings) were butchered as needed. Usually beef were taken on mules and wagons after 
being butchered and sold or given away. 

Thehousewelived in at this time wasabout 3/4 miles acrossa meadowfrom my Grandfather Smith. Cows, 
mules, and live stockgrazedin the meadow. A ditch or gulley ran through the meadow. It was 4 to 7 feet deep 
with a bridge acrosson the lower side. I played in the gulley with my brothers. This wasabout 1924or 1925. 

Paw Paw Smith housewasa large onewith a breezeway that went through the house. It had a large front 
porch with a water buckets with a dipper. Everyonedrank from the cedar bucket and usedsamedipper. Grand¬ 
mother would bake ginger bread cakesand tea cakes. They were very good and I loved to go there to play on the 
long porch, in the hall, and eat grandmother’s cookies. 

Grandfather had a well that water for drinking and general usewasdrawn from. I don’t know of any pumpsat 
this time. Water was obtained from wells and springs. From grandfather’s well there was a trough that was con- 
nectedto a log hollow in the bam. I liked to watch my grandfather draw the water from the well, pour it into the 
trough, and it run in the trough to the bam and into the hollow log to water the stock. Sometimes! would try to 
outrun the water as it ran down the trough to the bam. 

Acrossthe meadow was our house. It was smaller and near the woods. We got our water for drinking and oth¬ 
er usesat a spring. This spring was located under a hill somel 00 yards from our house. The spring cameout from 
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under the hill and it was clear, cold, pure water. Sincewe did not have flash lights we had to get enough water late 
in the eveningto last until the next day. 

At that time I don’t recall any barb wire or wire fences. Fencesweremadeout of rails about 8 to 10 feet long. 
Rails were split from heart of long leaf pine. They were layed in a zig zag one over the other until they were abut 4 
feethigh, or high enoughto keepstockin. Therewasa rail fencenear the meadow and I liked to play along it. 

We always had chickens and hogs. The chickens were not fenced in or caged. They ran loose all the time. I 
loved to chasethem until they ran into the woods. We also had turkeys and guineas. In springtime turkeys and 
guineaswould hide their nest in woodsand fields and along fencerows. It was fun finding their nest. 

We moved to another farm some3 or 4 miles away from my grandfather. I still got to go to my Grandparents 
Smith and play. My other Grandfather and Grandmother Williams live on farm next to Grandfather Smith. They 
had a largebarn with mulesin it. It had a loft and I liked to play in this loft on the hay and corn. 

Both Grandparents had large yards. We played cat ball and when there were enough cousins we played base¬ 
ball. Other gameswerehail-over. We would throw ball overhouseand if it was caught we would msh around the 
houseand hit as many of the other players with the ball that we could. If they were hit they were on our side. This 
wasnot a baseballbut a string ball madeout of cloth. Usually the ball was made from a sockthat wasunraveled. 
We also played hide and seek. 

At this time I had to start to school. This wasfrom when weather was pretty becausewehad to walk three or 
four miles to school. If weather was bad or cold we still walked. 

That was where the letter ended. I don’t know why it endedthere. At that time my parents were getting to 
keep Wesfairly often so my father may have been too occupied with him and then just forgot astime went by. 
Theylovedtotakehim to their cabin at Lake Gantt or just keep him in Dothan for a weekend. Hewasthejoy 
of their life. I’ve included copiesof the original letter on the next few pages,aswell asa picture of my father 
and Wesat about the time the letter waswritten. 
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At their cabin on Gantt Lake with Wesat about age4. 
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Chapter 2. Teen Years: Working on the Farm to Help Feedthe Family 


There is not much information on my father’slife when hewasin his teens. All we know is that it wasvery hard. He was 
age 10 at the beginning of The Great Depression in 1929 and he was20 when it ended. He said there was hardly ever any 
money to be seen. At Christmas the children would receive “an orangeor maybe somestick candy when it wasavailable”. His 
mother would havemadetheir clothes and most of them would have been hand-me-downs. I’m not sure but I think he once 
mentioned that he actually walked to school barefoot. I don’t know if that wasasa child or asateen. They didn’t haveindoor 
plumbing and everyone used the sameouthouse. They all worked in the fields. They picked cotton, picked peanuts, picked 
butterbeansand peas,hoed, and plowed. My mother often told us how hard it wasworking in the fields backthen. 

Fishing and hunting were part of their everydaylives becausethey required the meatfor food. I know this is how my father 
developedhis lifelong love for fishing. It wasa joy when his father, whom the grandkids called PapaWilliams, would take any 
of them out of the fields to go fishing. They also fished at night on rivers and sometimessetout trot lines. There must have 
beenenough money for shotgun shells becausethey hunted for squirrels, turkey, quail, dove, and other animals. It’s likely that 
they madetheir own shells. They also set out traps of different kinds. I’m not surewhat they weretrapping. 

A life like that would be considered harsh poverty today but it wasn’treally considered poverty backthen. Most farm fam¬ 
ilies lived the sameway unless they were extremely prosperous. PapaWilliams wasvery strict on his kids. He wasn’toneto 
sparethe rod. But that being said, they all loved and respected him. He wasa good man, just a hard one. But he and Mama 
Williams raisedtheir family with good values. Of the lOchildren, 8 of them married and neverdivorced, including my father. 

There is one thing about my father during this time that is very notable. I once askedmy Aunt Gnovel what it was like back 
then living in a house without electricity with 10 raucous kids and what my father was like. Shesaid eveyonewasabout aswell 
behavedasyou could expect. And Ottis? , shesaid “ he would go sit in a corner somewherewith a book”. I’m assuming that he 
had to read with an oil lamp. I’ve told earlier about the one room school housethat he attended asa child. And Brantley High 
School, where he graduated in 1937, was probably not a good academicschool backthen. But my father wasvery smart. He 
could talk intelligently with anyone. His love for reading waspassedon to his boys. One received a Law Degreeand the other 
received a Master’s Degree in Human Physiology. I’m positive that my father could haveattended and graduated from a major 
collegeif he had beengiven the opportunity. When heand his wife first setoutto build afamily, oneof their top priorites was 
for their boys to receive a college education. 

My father was also a top baseball player at Brantley High School. When hewasin his early 20’she also played what they 
called “semi-pro” baseball back then on community teams. When someonewould make a good play or hit a home run they 
would “passthe hat” in the standsto take up a collection for him. 
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Chapter 3. Leaving the Farm to Join the Army 


My father left home when he must havebeen17,just before his senior yearin high school. He nevertold 
me about it. I just havesomelimited information from what his sister, my Aunt Gnovel.told me. I think 
there wasa dispute between him and PapaWilliams. I don’t know the circumstances but I do know that Papa 
Williams ruled with an iron hand. At somepoint my father probably 
grew old enough that he didn’t want to be controlled anymore. He left 
and went to stay with his older brother, Quinton PascalWilliams, in Ft. 

Meade, Florida. At somepoint he returned home and graduated from 
Brantley High School. 

After high school he joined the army and I think hewassentto basic 
training in South Carolina. This would havebeenat about the time 
of the build-up to World War II. All I know is that hewasstationed 
in Puerto Rico and worked asa cook at the Army basethere. He also 
played baseball on the Army baseball team in Puerto Rico. Theonly 
thing I can really rememberthat hetold me about that time in his life 
wasthat people would sometimesapproachhim andaskhim for his 
autograph-because he looked just like Roy Rogers! 

He did haveanArmy buddy named Albert Reeves. Albert wasthe 
sergeantin chargeof the National Guard Armory in Elba,AI. I don’t 

know if they met while in the Army or after my parentsmoved to Elba, Photograph of unknown 

but Albert becameh is lifetime bestfriend. or '9 in - but probably when 

hewasworking asanArmy cook 

in either Puerto Rico or 
Greenville, South Carolina 
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Chapter 4: A Happy Marriage to the Girl Next Door 


The photograph of the Williams home in Chapter 1 is the housemy father lived in whenhewasin his teens. 
At the time the photograph wastaken, circa 1985, the house had been unoccupied for a couple of decades. It 
was probably built by my grandfather JasperJacksonWilliams although I don’t know how. His wasa family of 
farmers, not carpentersand there probably wasn’tmuch money to build a housewith at that time. It’s possible 
that my grandfather may havesold somefarm land to pay for it. In that era, the 1920’sand30’s,it wasprobably 
a very nice house. 

The housewaslocated on a dirt road between Burnout and (I think) RoseHill, Alabama. I mention this 
becausemy mother’s family lived in a similar house on the sameroad not too faraway. I imagine their homes 
were only maybe 1/2 mile apart and probably had no other homes inbetween. The Baileys were farmers at that 
time also. My father was4 yearsolder than my mother and I don’t think they started dating until my mother 
wasabout17. I remember my mother told me that on their first date (possibly to a dance) her father walked 
aheadof them holding a lantern asthey walked to and from whereverthey went that night! That’sa happy 
memory. I don’t think my grandfather did that with his other two daughtersasthey werea good bit younger 
than my mother and times had changed. 

I don’t havemuch more information about their courtship. I rememberoncetalking with my mother about 
country music star Hank Williams and wassurprised when shetold methatshehad actually heard him play at 
a club. This wasespecially interesting becausemy mother neverdrank. But I think clubs in that day were dif¬ 
ferent and this may have even beenateenageclub. It was in Opp, Alabama and I want to say it may have been 
called “The Tiger Den”. But I do rememberthat shesaid sheheard him there along with his band “The Driftin’ 
Cowboys”. Shesaid shewent there on a date but not with my father. When I questioned her about that I think 
shesaid it waswhen he wasin the service and they were not going together at that time. I think maybe they 
started dating when he came home on leave from the Army but then he left again before they becameserious. 

I think shewas17or 18, had finished the 11th gradeat Brantley High School,and had started working atthe 
sewing factory there in Brantley. 

They were married at Pine Level Baptist Church on August 15,1943 (seea copy of their marriage record on 
apageoftheir Bible in the Documents Section). I believe their first placeof residencewasin an apartment in 
the top of the Brantley Bank building. At that time my mother had started working at the SewingFactory in 
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Their life at that time reminds me of the movie “An Officer and a Gentleman” where the Naval Officer re¬ 
turned to marry the girl he loved who seemeddestinedto work in a factory like many of her friends. That’s 
probably the way it waswith my parents. I remember my mother telling me how hard it wasworking in the 
sewing factory back then and that it wassuch a menial job. I just havea feeling that my father savedher from 
that. After 8/15/1943they lived in that bank building for a short time and then shewentto Greenville, South 


Carolina with him to live on the Army 
base there. 

At some point my father was stationed 
at the Army basein Puerto Rico. I 
don’t know if that was before being 
stationed in Greenville or after, but I 
suspectit wasafter. I do havea little 
information about his life in Green¬ 
ville because I found a diary that my 
mother kept back then. Pleaserefer 
to her Biography, Mattie Pearl Bailey 
Williams, for that information. The 
address where they lived was: 415 
EastNorth St, Greenville, SC. I know 
that my father worked as a cook at one 
time when hewasin the Army. Again, 
I’m not sure if it wasin Greenville or 
Puerto Rico or both. It wasprobably in 



The Army private and his new wife 


Greenville becausein her diary my mother mentioned that he would cook for her sometimes. It’s also interest¬ 
ing that she worked in a bakery there which I believe was the “Federal Bake Shop”. They both would have been 
working ascooks! That being said, I never knew my father to be much of a cook other than for outdoor bar- 
b-q. My mother wasan amazing cook, having learned country cooking from her mother. 

As mentioned before, when my father wasin Puerto Rico he also played 2nd baseon the Army baseball 
team there. He wasa great baseball fan and he knew a lot about the early greats of the gamefrom Ty Cobb to 
Ted Williams. He taught my brother and me how to play baseball before we entered the first grade. 
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Chapter 5. Building a Family and a Career in Elba, Alabama 




At some point after the Army they moved to Elba, Alabama where he was hired on asanagentfor Liber¬ 
ty National Life Insurance Company. He rented a houseon the outskirts of town in an areacalled Brunson 

Hill. His first son, WayneLavon 
Williams, wasborn while they 
were living there. It was probably a 
great place for my brother to grow 
up becauseit wasjust up the street 
from the city swimming pool. 

The pool was very close to the 
PeaRiver which ran through Elba 
and I think they could fish off the 
bridge nearthe pool. 

He wasa hard worker and 
made enough money to build 
new housejust inside the city 
v limits on the other sideof town, a 
beautiful 3 bedroom brick home 
with spaciousfront and backyards. * 

This is where the family wasliv- 

ing when I wasborn in 1949. He planted a nice garden in the back and my 
mother kept her family of four happy eating fresh vegetables. The family 
attended a small Baptist church, Whitewater Baptist, where my father wasordained asa deacon. 

It wasa good time in his life. We lived thereuntil I had finished the first gradeand my brother would have 
finished 6th grade. I remember playing baseballand football in that large front yard. The lady next door, Mrs. 
Lee, had a horse that we loved to pet. We had a dog named Chipper. 

Christmas was wonderful. We had an electric SantaClaus face and my father would climb up on the roof 
and put it in the top of chimney eachyear. We had a stereo which played 78 and 45 RPM records. My favor- 




The beautiful young mother with 
her first child, Wayne. 
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ite at Christmas was “Rudolf the Red Nosed Reindeer” and “Frosty the Snowman”. The radio wasa big thing 
becausewedidn’t have a television until around 1953 or 1954. I barely remember when we got that first black 

and white TV. There may have been only one station back then, WSFAin 
Montgomery. 




High school football gameswereabig deal 
in Alabama towns back then. The four of us 
would go and take wool Army blankets to stay 
warm. We would take parched peanuts and 
eat them at the games. The Elba Yellow Jack¬ 
ets usually had a real good team. They had a 
great player at that time named Marlon Dyess 
who later on played at the University of Ala¬ 
bama. That may be why my family has always 
been Alabama fans and why my brother and I 
graduated from there. 


1950: Family of 4 


1945: Family of 3 


Elba wasonly 20 miles from Brantley and we had 
many trips to seethe grandparents there. There were a 
lot of good times with aunts, uncles, and cousins. My 
mother wasone of six children and my father wasone of 
ten. 
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TheWilliams Family 
in 1952 










Chapter 6. A Good SalesmanEarns a Promotion 

As a young man in his mid 20s, my father wasin a great part of his life when he lived in Elba. Having 
learned to work hard on afarm he knew how to work hard in his first real job asan insurance agent. But he 
alsosucceededin that job becausehehad an intellect and personality that people liked and respected. He 
relatd to ordinary people really well and he sold a product that wasreally important to families back then. He 
had a beautiful wife, two young sons, a late model car, and a new home that he and his wife designed. He was 
doing extremely well for a country boy raised on afarm! 

All of these things cametogether and it becameapparentto his supervisors that he should be teaching 
other men howto sell life insurance. A promotion fol¬ 
lowed in 1956and he had to move his family to Andalusia, 

Alabama. He settled there for 6 yearsworking asan assi- 
tant managerof the district office of Liberty National Life 
Insurance Company. He first rented a house on McRainey 
Loop which wasnot far from EastThree Notch Elementary 
School and Andalusia High School where his boys entered 
the 2nd and 7th grades. It wasanother good time in his 
life. He was making more money and having more success 
in management. Andalusia wasa wonderful place for his 
boys. The schools were excellent and we knew almost all 
of the other kids in town. A group of them lived in our 
neighborhood and we were alwaysplaying football in the 
Krudolph family’s largefront yard or shooting bbgunsor 
playing with my wonderful and lovable dog Lady. I soon 
started in Midget LeagueBaseballand my brother wasin 
BabeRuth League. Later on, I made the All Starteam twice 
in Little Leagueand my brother becamea starting 2nd 
basemanon the Andalusia High School team. He was 
also a starter on the football, basketball, and track teams. 
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Thetwo brothersin their All Staruniforms 
circa 1961 
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After living on McRaineyLoop for about3yearsmy mother and father built another brick home, this time 
in a new subdivision called Bellwood. That home and that neighborhood were fabulous placesfor us boys to 

live. I could roam all over that ~20 acre neighborhood with my bb gun and my dog Lady. There were 

several 

vacant lots to play on and there wasa great little creek in a wooded areawhere we could play and swing on 
vines. We had a basketball goal set up on a lot acrossthe street. We played “corkball” in our carport. It was 
sort of like baseball but we used a broomstick for a bat and a cork covered with tape for a ball. We also played 
whiffle ball. Roscoe’sGrocerywasn’ttoo far away. One of my favorite toys was my chemistry setand I built 
my own little lab in the cellar of the house.We kept our mother busy running us to and from school and to 
ball practice and ball games. Our father sometimes helped coach my Little Leagueteam and he also filled in as 
an umpire. He made me mad almost to tears once when he called me out on strikes. I remember telling him, 
“But Daddy I could feel it brush acrossmy socks!” (meaning that the pitch wassolow that it wasn’ta strike). I 
will saythat in my childhood there wasn’tmuch betterthan putting on that baseballuniform and playing in a 
game. I would get ready for those gameshours in advance. 
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Chapter 7. A Manager is Needed 
for a Struggling Insurance District in Florida 


The company my father worked for wasfounded in Alabama and at some point beganto open offices in 
other states. One of the district offices in the Florida Panhandlewaslocated in PanamaCity. The district had 
never performed well in terms of salesand different managershad come and gone. Nontheless it wasa great 



The family in 1964 


honor when my father was promoted as manager of 
that district in 1963. The smart farmboy would now 
hold a position usually reservedfor collegegradu- 
ates. We had to leave the new home and small town 
we loved and move hours away from the places my 
parents were raised. But it wasn’t at all bad. Everyone 
was excited to goto PanamaCity becauseit had those 
beautiful beachesand was such a popular place to 
vacation. We had gone there on vacation many times. 
Plus, my mother had a sister who lived there with her 
family. Her namewasMary Ellen Bailey Cornett and 
she was married to George Huey Cornett. They had 
two small children at that time, Lisa and Jeffrey. Aunt 
Mary Ellen and Uncle Huey were both from Brantley 
and had “migrated” to PanamaCity to work asteach- 
ers. When we moved there in 1963 my uncle was 
serving asthe assistantprincipal at Everitt Junior High 


School. 

So it wasa great situation. My father was now a manager. My mother wascloseto her sister. And my 
brother and I got to live in teen paradise, although he only spent one summer there before enrolling in the 
University of Alabama. Weevenrentedahomein The Cove with a small swimming pool. I immediately 
madefriends with someofthe boys in the neighborhood, most of whom played sports at JenksJunior High 





School where I would soon enroll in the 8th grade. I had moved from a school with 300junior high school 
kids to a much larger one with 1400 kids. I started on the football team and also played basketball. The 
folowing year I started at quarterback for the first 2 gamesof the seasonand played defensive back for the 
remainder of the season. I also started at guard on the basketball team. That all bought me a lot of attention 
and a lot of friends. I wasalso doing really well academically, especially in algebra. 

We had two greatyearsin PanamaCity eventhough that job didn’t work out for my father. He and my 
uncle were excellent fishermen and we caught a lot offish in the local baysand creeks. My uncle also intro¬ 
duced us to gathering scallops which becameone of my favorite things becausel got to snorkel in saltwater. 

My uncle and I would usemasksto look for the scallops and my father, who was unaccustomed to snorkeling, 
would just feel for them with his feet. Wealwaysgot a good haul and uaually took them back to my uncle’s 
housein Lynn Haven and cleanedthem. Then my aunt and mother would cook us an incredibly delicious 
seafood supper. I loved spending time there becausemy aunt and uncle were such really nice and smart 
people. Our families got along real well and shared whatever fish or scallops we caught. Lisa and Jeffrey were 
very small at that time and just ascute asthey could be. 

My older brother wasadmitted to the University of 
Alabama in Tuscaloosaasa freshman in 1963. He almost 
immediately met his future wife, Nancy Tate, and they 
were married in Fairfield, Al, in 1966. Theyhavebeen 
married for 50 yearsat the time of this writing (2016) 
and have had an amazing life together. Wayne went to 
Law School at the University and becameone of the most 
successfulattomeys to ever practice law in Tuscaloosa 
County. He also served asthe Tuscaloosa County Dis¬ 
trict Attorney. Nancy started out teaching but later on 
worked in administration at the University. Shewasthe 
perfect wife for an attorney, helping him both socally 
and professionally in many ways. It’s also worth noting 
that in the Nick Sabaneraof Alabama football, Wayne 
becamethe unofficial attorney for the Alabama football 



Wayne with fiancee’ Nancy Tate 
circa 1965 
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players, always helping them if necessary. In the early 80’sthey adopted my nephew, Weston Tate Williams, when 
he wasonly 3 daysold. Weswasthe cutest and happiest little boy on the planet. He wasmy parents’ only grand¬ 
child and was probably the greatestjoy of their life. Later on in life he served in the highest level of the US Army 
Special Forces,fought in Iraq, wasawardedtwo Bronze Stars,and becamea Major at the early ageof 33. 

Ultimately the job in PanamaCity didn’t work out for my father becausesaleswerejustnot good in that district 
so he took a transfer back to Alabama asan associatemanager again. We went to Troy this time, which was back 
in the southeastern areaof Alabama that wewereaccustomedto and not too far from CrenshawCounty and the 
red clay banks of Alabama. 
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Chapter 8. Transferred to Dothan to Complete His Career 


The stay in Troy wasshort. I started the 10th grade at Charles Henderson High School. We rented a house on the 231 bypass 
just outside of town. It wasa particulary difficult time for everyone,especially when my precious dog Lady waskilled by a truck 
on the busy highway. Adjusting to a new school wasalso hard for me and I don’t think my father generally liked working in that 
district, although I’m not sure. My brother and I were doing well academically. I wasthe top math student in my classand he was 
making goodgradesin his 2nd yearatthe University of Alabama. Two yearslater he would becomethe first member in the 
Wiliams family line to graduatefrom a university. About a yearafterwemovedto Troy a position cameopenwith the insurance 
company’sdistrict office in Dothan and my father took that job, again asan associatemanager,in 1967. It wasto be his last trans¬ 
fer. He would retire in Dothan after 30 yearswith the samecompany. 

Dothan wasa city of about 50,000and had one of the largest high schools in the state. Thecity wasknown as‘The Peanut 
Capitol of the World” becauseit was home to one of the largest peanut processing companies in the statesand peanuts were a 



Undated photograph of the farmer, soldier, baseball 
player, insurance manager, Sunday School teacher, 
husband,father, grandfather, and great-grandfather. 

large agricultural product in the area. They also had a “National PeanutFestival” eachyear. Many other agricultural products 
were also grown there in the “Wiregrass” area. Although Dothan wasa well-known farming hub, it wasalso a very modem city. 
It had a four-lane bypassbuilt in a circle around the perimeter of the city. We rented a houseinside the circle, just off of West 
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Main Street, for a year. The addresswas 1910 Van Buren Street. Then my mother and father built yet another brick home in the 
suburbsat402Whatley Drive. Theywould live in that home for 42yearsandthen die in their bedroom-within eight months of 



each other. 

My father really hit his stride when he went to work in Dothan. He had alreadybuilt a reputation asagood recruiter and 
teacher of young insurance salesmen. I wasone of those young salesmen. Thesummer after my first year at the University of 
Alabama I went to work for Liberty National in their student program and wasassignedto the district in Thomasville, Georgia. 
The mathematical part of the insurance businesscameeasyto me. Soexplaining financial figures to families wassomething I 
picked up quickly. But it wasmy father’sinstruction, both in howto show genuine interest in peopleand howto determine which 
products were bestfor them, that served me best. In the lOweeksthat I wasin the Thomasville office I rose from the bottom of 
the salesboardto the top 5. All of the other men in that district office wereseasonedprofessionals. 

In 1970my father waselected President of the Dothan Association of Life Underwriters. In 1978 he retired after 30 yearswith 
the samecompanythat first employed him when hecameoutof the Army back in 1948. My brother and I attended his retire¬ 
ment banquet and sat with him at the head of the table. It wasspecialfor mebecausel wasemployed in Mobile, Al., asafull time 
agentwith the samecompanyatthat time. Justafew months prior to my father’s retirement I won the Honor Agent award which 
was presented annually to the top new agent in the entire company. I was proud to sit beside my father on that day, both of us 
having been commended for exellent service to the company and to our customers. 

The company that my father worked for held a convention eachyearfor their top performing agentsand managersand my 
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father, asfar asl know, always qualified. This madefor some extraordinary travel experiencesfor the couple who were raised 
on farms. They attended conventions in Miami, New York, the Bahamas,Caracus, New Orleans, 

Mexico, San Francisco, Tampa, Nashville, and other popular destinations. Theybeganenjoying 
these conventions in the 50’swhen he wasa young agentand continued to enjoy them yearly in 
all the yearshe served in management. They probably attended 28 to 30 conventions during his 
career. He also received a paid vacation each year and we traveled to different places. A memo¬ 
rable one was to Lookout Mountain in Tennesseein the early 1950’s. We also visited the families 
of his brothers, Quinton P. and Vernon D. Williams, in Ft. Meade,Florida. And there weremany 
fun vacations to PanamaCity. 

Dothan wasa good fit for my parents. It wasthe largestcity they everlived in. My mother’s 
sister had moved there with her family a few yearsprior. Her name is Edith Bailey Granberry 
and her husband was Bobby Ray Granberry. They had two sons, Michael and David, who were 
afewyearsyoungerthan me. Aunt Edith wasan excellent sister to my mother and Uncle Bobby 
wasa good friend to my father. Justaswe had done with mother’s other sister and her family in 
PanamaCity, we enjoyed somegood times and good mealswith the Granberrys in Dothan. The 
PanamaCity group would visit occasionally aswould the other relatives from Brantley. 


In 1971,just over three yearsafter moving to Dothan, my father 
bought a small cottageon Gantt Lake, which wasonly nine miles 
from Andalusia and about a two hour drive from Dothan. Having 
grown up in Andalusia, we had beenthere many times to fish and 
water ski. Thecottagewasin a beautiful location and had two fish¬ 
ing piers. My parents spent many relaxing weekendsthere. “Relax¬ 
ing” for them meantworking in the yardsand fishing. Theybought 
adeepfreezerand kept it stocked with fresh vegetablesfrom the 
garden in Dothan. We all had somegood times there. But probably 
the besttimes for them were the times when their grandson stayed 
with them there when he wasa very young boy. Wescalled it “Paw 
Paw’sbig pond”. My parents also had fun hosting visits from both 
the Williams and Bailey families. 

The cottage at Gantt Lake near Andalusia 
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Chapter 9: A 30 Year Retirement Follows the 30 Year Career 

In 19721 entered the University of Alabama asa freshman and my brother wasin his first year of law school there. Our par¬ 
ents would visit us for collegefootball gamesand other things. I would almost alwaysvisit them on holidays. It wasspecial going 
home to seethem in Dothan. My mother wasan awesomecook and we always had fresh vegetablesfrom the garden. 

This biography is jumping around a little now but it has to be that way becausemyfather’s retirement covered a span of 30 
years. I don’t want to leaveout something extremely important that happened in 1982.1 had a spinal disc injury that possibly 
orginally occurred asfar back as 1963when I was14yearsold. It wasn’tterrible and didn’t really slow medown or causeany 
serious problems. But in 1982the disk at L2/L3 in my back slipped into my spinal canal. It wasprobably due to a seriesof small 
stressesthathad recently occurred without incident. But this time the nerve roots weredamagedand I was paralyzed from the 
waist down. My wonderful surgeon, Dr. William Bridges, cut out part of the disc but could only give me a 15%chanceof ever 
walking again without somesort of prosthetic device. Of course my parentsand my girlfriend, Shirley Loewen, were there with 
me in Mobile when the surgery took placeat Mobile Informary. Shirley wasan angelto me throughout the whole experience 
and a great comfort to my parents. I want to saysomething about both my mother and my father. First, you haveto realize the 
kind of mother I had. Shewasthe type who would prefer to be having the surgery herself than one of her boys. Shewould have 
traded placeswith me in that wheel chair if shecould havedone that. That being said, I’ll neverforget what shesaid to me in the 
hospital after the surgery. After the surgeon had told us the paralysis might be permanent I think I had askedher why this had 
to happen to me. I expectedher to tell me everything wasgoing to be OK, not to worry, or something elseto soothe my stateof 
mind. But shesaid, “Ricky, God doesn’t make any mistakes”. Eventually I regainedfull useof my legs and went on with my life. I 
had many people praying for me, including my relatives. And my mother went to her SundaySchool classat First Baptist Church 
of Dothan and had that group of sweetladies praying like the end of the world wasnear! You would normally describe my moth¬ 
er with words like soft-spoken, reserved, kind, humble, and submissive. But if her husband or one of her boys wasin trouble she 
would tear the teeth out of a gorilla to help them. 

My father, on the other hand, wasaguy who wasvery tough on the inside. Fie would drive me to and from the physical re¬ 
hab center eachday and take care of things at my house,ashe and my mother were staying therewith mein the weeksafter the 
surgery. He also helped out at a small businessthat I had at the time. But there’sone thing I’ll neverforget about my father. At a 
time when I couldn’t walk from my bedroom to my bathroom, my father at age63 would carry me. 

Throughout his retirement, my father taught SundaySchool at the First Baptist Church of Dothan. 
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Christmas at the Granberry Home in Dothan, circa 2005: From Right: JeffreyCornett, Rick Williams, Mattie Pearl Williams, 
Ottis Williams, GeorgeH. Cornett, BobbyGranberry, Edith Granberry, David Granberry, Lisa Cornett Wright, Tommy Wright, 

Lisa’s 2 Sons and Daughter 



Ottis and Mattie PearlWilliams, on right, during their 
retirement yearswith good friends from Dothan, 
Waymon and Lilia Faulk, circa 2000 
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My father had madea good choice when he bought that lot at 402 Whatley Drive, Dothan, Alabama. Urban sprawl had not 
yet hit Dothan and the lot wasabout an acrein size. When my father retired in 1978, he found more time to work in his yards 
at both Dothan and Gantt. Always the farmer, he planted a large garden with rows of com, tomatos, beans,peas,okra, peanuts, 
squash,and collards, among other things. He had large and productive blueberry and scuppernon vines. My parents’farming 
background was in every inch of that property. There were several pecan trees on the property and they yielded excellent pecans 
almost every year. I’m pretty sure that my parents planted those trees when they first moved there. You would often seemy 
parents shelling peasand cracking pecans. They would always havefreshvegetableson the dining tables even during the winters. 
They were both experts at canning and putting up vegetablesandfruits. My mother would can the most delicious creamedcom 
in the South. After growing it fresh in the garden,the two of them would shuckit, boil it, and then cut the kernelsoff the cobs. 
Mother would then add just the exact right amount of bacon grease,salt, and pepper, and they would freezeenough to last all 
year. This is an exampleof how good that creamedcom was: At Thanksgiving my mother would cook turkey, ham, butter beans, 
peas,fried com bread, green bean casserole,sweetpotato casserole,turnips, giblets and gravy, congealed salad, sweettea, pound 
cake, pecan pie, blueberry cobbler, and more. The garden tomatoes were alwayson the table.But even with all that, I would 
sometimes eat two servings of her creamed com before I would even put anything elseon my plate. It wasjust that good! 

They also had a nice gold fish pool close to the patio and a bluebird house in the garden. Dothan wasa beautiful city with an 
annual AzaelaTrail event, but you would havebeenhard pressedto find flowers in that southern city that were more beautiful 
than my mother’s. Her favorites were hydrangeasand shegrew them in several rich colors. Shealso had many roses, pansies, 
gardenias,dahlias, delphiniums, lilys, gladious, orchids, and tulips. Their home wastrimmed with hedgesandflower beds. My 
father was always ready to help my mother with any of the harder work. He built her agreenhouseon the side of an outside stor- 
ageroom and shegrew seedlingsin there and potted plants. It wasequipped with aflourescent light and electric heaterforthe 
winter months. Theannual routine of putting all of my mother’s potted plants in the green housewas not to betaken lightly. 

You can seemany of these things I’ve just mentioned on the following page. It displays a composite of photographs which I 
took Easterweekend, 2000. 

This concludesthe chapteron the yearsafter my father retired. There is much more information that I hope to add in a revi¬ 
sion at a later date. 
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Easier 

2000 

A happytime 
documented in 
a photo 
composite by 
Rick Williams. 


A composite of my parents home at one of the happiest times of their lives. Their garden, flowers, and home on the comer of 402 What¬ 
ley Drive and WestgateParkway in Dothan were admired by many passersbyin that busy suburb. Left to Right from top in approximate 
rows: One of many red roses,the greenhouse,a mockingbird enjoying the birdbath, purple flower, bluebird perched on it’s birdhouse in the 
garden, pecan trees, Mother with somefavorite roses, rows of com and beansin the garden, goldfish swirling in the goldfish pool just off the 
patio, orangedaisy(?), front view of house, wild purple rosethombush on a trellis, pinkish rose, purple flowers, Daddy by the garden, wood¬ 
pecker peeking out of it’s home in atreein the backyard, orchid, yellow daisy, bluebird on afencetaking it all in. 
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Chapter 10: A Grandson Brings Years of Happiness 

Sometime around 1981, about 4 yearsafter my father retired, a major event happened in my parents’ lives. 
My brother and his wife adopted a baby boy two daysafter his birth and named him Weston Tate Williams. 
They were living in Tuscaloosa. Although Tuscaloosawasfour hours awaymy brother and his wife were very 
generousto bring Westo Dothan and let him stay with my parentsfairly often. I rememberthose visits as 
being someof the happiesttimes my parents ever had. And I’ll saythat Westotally adored them. Hewasa 
vibrant, happy, dimple-cheeked heart-throb of a little boy. His personality waspolite, but also mischievous. 



Weston Tate Williams 
at about 6 months. 




Wes at about age4 
with his mom and dad. 


Wes at about 4 years. 



clowning with his uncle Rick. 



Wes at about 7 years. 



All Photos This Chapter: 
Rick Williams 


Wes at about 8 years. 
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Wes at about age4 
eagerlywatching his grandmother 
bake a cake at Gantt Lake. 



Wes at about age 3 
sitting in his grandfather’s 
wheelbarrow 

playing with his grandfather’shat. 
Dothan, Alabama 


Wes at about age4 
being entertained by 
his grandfather at Gantt Lake. 









Eventually the cute grandson grew up and becamea soldier. Wesgraduated from the University of Alabama’sROTC program 
where he wasa state champion smallbore rifle shooter. Itwasalsoin those ROTC classesthat he met another cadet, Crystal Keck, 
who becamehis wife. Although Crystal wasfrom Tampa and Wesfrom Tuscaloosa,they were married in Mobile, Alabama. It 
wasa more convenient location for their friends, who would haveto drive from Florida, Alabama, and other areas. Therewas 
also a good photographer there by the nameof Rick Williams! They were married at the Bragg-Mitchell Mansion which wasone 
of the most beautiful wedding venuesin the south. Their rehearsaldinner wasat the Athleston Club in downtown Mobile. My 
photography assistantshad a great time photographing that beautiful wedding. There were about 20 bridesmaids and grooms¬ 
men. Below are somefamily photos from the wedding day. 



Abovefrom left: Rick Williams, Ottis Williams, 
Mattie PearlWilliams, Crystal KeckWilliams, Wes 
Williams, Nancy Williams, WayneWilliams 


Far left: Rick, Wayne, Wes,and Ottis Williams 
Near left: The soldier and his father 
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Left: The beautiful couple on the veranda 
of the Bragg-Mitchell Mansion 
on their wedding day. 


Right: Afewyearslaterin Ft. Campbell, NC., 
with daughtersAnabelle and Catarina. 

The grandparents were able to hold Catarina as 
a baby before they passedawayin 2008/2009. 


f 

The cute grandson soon becamea gallant war hero. Upon graduating from the University of Alabama, Wescommissioned 
from the University’s ROTC program asan Infantry Officer 2nd Lieutenant. In route to his first duty assignment,3rd Battalion, 
187th Infantry Regimentof the lOlstAirborne Division, Wesgraduatedfrom airborne and the covetedArmy RangerSchool. 
Upon graduation he deployed with the 101 stto Operation Iraqi Freedom where he served asan Infantry Platoon leader. Fol¬ 
lowing his time in the 101 st, Weswasselectedto attend the Special ForcesQualification Course. Once selected, he endured the 
rigorous two year path to earn his Green Beret. 

His next assignmentwaswith the 5th Special ForcesGroup (Airborne) where he served asa commander on multiple Op¬ 
erational Detachment Alphas (ODA) and deployed numerous times to Iraq to support the Transition of Iraq Campaign, Iraqi 
GovemanceCampaign, Iraqi SurgeCampaign, Iraqi Sovereignty Campaign, and Operation New Dawn. 

For his valor in combat Weswas awarded two United States Army Bronze Medals. 

After his ODA time he pinned the rank of Major on his chestand attended the Army’s Command General Staff College 
(CGSC)in Fort Leavenworth, Kansas,wherehe additionally earnedan MBA from Central Michigan University. After graduating 
from CGSC,WesassumedCompanyCommand of Charlie Company, 6th SpecialActivities Battalion at Ft Bragg, NC. Directly 
following his command time Wesdeployed to the Arabian Peninsula asa strategic planner for Special Operations Command 
Yemen. Upon his return to the states,he served asthe SpecialActivities Battalions Operations Officer overseeingall special activ¬ 
ities throughout the Special Operations Forces. 
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In the interview for this biography, Wessaidthat “the drive and determination which helped me rise through the ranks and 
servemy country on the battle field wereinstilled in me at an early age”and “good family role models along with greatfamily 
valuesfrom my childhood set me on a great path to adult success”. 
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Chapter 11: Two SonsChooseDifferent Paths 


Thestory of my father’s life would not be complete without including the lives and careersof his two sons. My brother, Wayne 
Lavon Williams, wasraisedwith stricter discipline than me. My father, at that time, wasonly afewyearsremovedfrom the hard 
times of his own childhood. Although hewasprobably very strict in the way he raised Wayne, my brother benefitted tremen¬ 
dously from that. Wayne wasalwaysan overachiever, even asa child. His birthday was September2nd, which was at the cut-off 
for starting school eachyearat that time. That meant he wasalwaysthe youngest child in his classand most of the other boys 
were larger and more mature physically. But that never got in his way of anything. He wasa competitor in everything he did. My 
parents taught him high values. They wanted him to do well academically so he could goto college, something they never would 
have had the opportunity to do. I’m sure my fathe wanted him to be a good baseball player. He got his his wish becauseWayne 
wasan Allstar 2nd baseman in Little Leagueand BabeRuth Leagueand wasa two 
yearstarterat2nd basefor the Andalusia High School Bulldogs. Although small 
for his agehe wasan excellent football player, starting 2 yearsat Andalusia High 
School asa defensive back and lettering three years at the sameposition. This was 
notasmall honor back then. Thehigh school football playersin Andalusia were 
celebrities not only at school but in the community. Every Thurday night during 
football seasonthetown would hold a pep rally in the town squareandthe streets 
would be packed. The band and cheerleaders were there and there wasa stage 
set up where some of the players would be introduced and even make speeches. 

Wayne wasalso a starting guard on the basketball team. I think he lettered 3 years 
in football, basketball, track, and tennis. He madea26on his ACT scoreandwas 
admitted to The University of Alabama in 1963. 

Somekids who are the first member of a family clan to goto college would be 
intimitdated or lacking in confidence. But not Wayne. He hit the ground running 
in Tuscaloosa,thecity that would be his homefor the rest of his life. Although 
there waslittle money available to be in a social fraternity, he highly valued Greek 
life and took part-time jobs to make it happen. He wasa member of the first 
pledge classof Beta Theta Pi. By the time he graduated they were a well-known 
and respectedfratemity. Waynewaselectedasan officer in the fraternity and then 
ran and waselectedasan officer in the Student Government Association. When 
he graduated from the School of Businessin 1966 he intended to work asan actuary, 
but the faculty at the University of Alabama School of Law contacted him and asked 
him to applyto Law School. Therestis history. He had found a profession that perfectly suited him. After graduation he went 
to work for the largestlawfirm in Tuscaloosaandwassoon appointed asthe District Attorney ofTuscaloosaCounty. My parents 
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Wayne, Wes,and Nancy Williams 
Christmas 1990 



havenewspaperphotosof him with SenatorJohnSparkmanand Governor George Wallace. After returning to private practice 
and opening his own firm he won the largesttort settlement in Tuscaloosahistory. My parents had a copy of a check made out to 
him for a million dollars. 

Also notable is his close relationship with Alabama athletics. He and his wife Nancy are long-time seasonticket holders for Al- 
abamaFootball and Alabama Basketball, aswell asbig fans of Alabama baseball. He has represented a number Alabama football 
stars who were in need of legal help and he has been commended by the athletics department and rewarded with on-field passes. 
He and Nancy have been guestsat the Alabama Football Awards Banquet. He wasprobably the de facto attorney for Alabama 
athletes during the Nick Sabaneraof Alabama football. 

I am nothing like my brother, although I acquired someof his competitiveness. It couldn’t be any other way growing up ashis 
brother. I also loved sports growing up and played on school teamsinto the 10th grade. The high school I attended in Dothan 
in the 11th and 12th gradeswasthree times larger than the high school I would haveattended in Andalusia and there were three 
times as many athletes. I did compete well academically and made a 29 on my ACT test out of a possible 32. In aclassof314 
there were only 4 scoreshigher than mine. I wason the math team my senior year at 
Dothan High School and when we competed in a state tournament in Birmingham I 
madethe highest scoreof anyonefrom my school-even higher than our valedictori¬ 
an and salutatorian. I enrolled at the University of Alabama in 1968and also pledged 
Beta Theta Pi. I had poor grades the first two years becausel was a late bloomer and 
just had too much fun. My junior yearl entered a pre-med curriculum andmade 
excellent grades. I entered graduate school at The University of Alabama in Birming¬ 
ham and received my Master’sDegree in Human Physiology. After graduation, I sold 
laboratory equipment for six months for a company called Neotec Electronics which 
washeadquartered in Silver Spring, Maryland. Their computerized grain analyz¬ 
ers, which were basically scanning, infrared spectrophotometers, sold poorly at that 
time sol moved to Mobile, Alabama, to take a job asan agentwith Liberty National 
Life, the samecompanythat my father wasworking for. I had worked for them on 
student summer program in Thomasville, Georgia. The Mobile district wasoneofthe 
top three districts in the companyand I had a tough bossnamed Bob Henderson. I 
wasassignedalower priority community areain which to work but still won the com¬ 
pany-wide award asthe top new salesmanthat year, ie the Honor Agent Award. Sell¬ 
ing cameeasyto me and I wasa hard worker. Eventually I realized that an insurance 
careerwasnot for me and I took a job asa stock broker with BacheSecurities. They 
sent me to their home office on Wall Streetin New York City for a month to study for 
my securities license and a month later I madethe highest score on the securities licensing exam that had ever been made by 
anyonefrom Moblie atthat time. But I didn’t do very well asa broker. Theonly thing I did well was lose money for my clients! 
However, that wasat a time when the DJII bottomed out at a historic low of about 600. Soafter two years I bought a small neigh- 



Rick Williams 
Christmas 1990 




borhood bar called “The Blarney Stone”and converted it into a nightclub that I called‘The Timbers”. Thatwasa bad idea. Please 
read my own biography for more information on that comical lost venture. When I wasin graduateschool at UAB I dated anoth¬ 
er student, JaniceDrummond, who loved photography. Shehelped me cultivate an interest in a hobby which wasto becomemy 
lifetime profession. When I started with the brokeragefirm I also started doing photography on the side. After selling the night¬ 
club in 19831 opened a photography studio in Bel Air Mall in Mobile and named it Four SeasonsPhotography. 

Thus begana 30 yearcareerasa studio photographer. Bel Air Mall wasthe largest retail mall in Alabama at that time and my 
businessgrew rapidly. Having never had extreme successatanything I really enjoyed, I found myself in photography. I don’t real¬ 
ly know why but when I looked through a camera I could almost alwaysseesomething beautiful. This is my father’s biography so 
I won’t go into detail but I eventually had great successphotographing babies,children, high school seniors, and, to a lesserextent, 
weddings. In 19931 built a fabulous studio not far from the mall on CottageHill Road. It had a 1200foot state-of-the-art camera 
room and beautiful outdoor facilities. In 20031 won acompetition and wasnamed High School Senior Portrait Photographerof 
the Year by The Professional Photographers of America. I had 5 excellent ladies working for me at that time and we were doing 
such a large volumn of businessthat I bought a new, silver halide processing lab printer for almost $100,000,the type machine 
which had never been used in Alabama by carriage trade studios. It wasa wonderful careerwith tons of excitement and many 
other rewards. I probably photographed more people than any other carriage trade photographer in the history of Alabama and 
nevertired of it until I moved to Gulf Shoresin 2013. 

I’ve included all of this information about my brother and me only becauseour parents loved us and wanted us to do well in 
life. They both camefrom difficult circumstancesand they sacrificed to help us in any way they could. Therewasa conflict be¬ 
tween my father and my brother at one time but I think they worked through that. My father wasvery proud of both of us and we 
were very proud of him. 
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Chapter 12: The Latter Years 


In late 2005or early 2006 my mother wasdiagnosed with Alzheimer’s Disease,an affliction which alsooc- 
curred in other members of the Bailey family, including her mother. There wasa period of about a yearwhen 
shecould still function well but could not cook and do similar activities and only had minor problemswith her 
memory. I’m grateful that shewasableto visit me twice in my new home in Gulf Shores, Alabama, when she 
could still understand and enjoy things. Onedayshewasstanding in my backyard talking to my dear friend 
and employee,Vickie Smith, when, upon seeingmeout on my pier, shetumed to Vickie, smiled, and said, in 
her sweetway, “Ricky is going to love living here.” 

It wasalso during that visit that my mother, father, brother, and I cametogether again one last time before 
they both fell terminally ill. And my mother wasableto do one of her favorite things--fish! Shecaughtseveral 
small fish off of my pier that day and wassmiling and laughing and loving being with her husband and boys, 
just asshe had done so many times before. Below are some pictures taken by a neighbor who happened to no¬ 
tice us out there. 



June 16,2007 


My father wasstill in good health, but caring for someonewith Alzheimer’s is sometimescalled “the 24 
hour day”. My brother and I knew that this could be the beginning of the end, but wedidn’t realize that they 
would both be gone in just over two years. My father had a tumor on his kidney which doctors had been 


49 





monitoring for 10 years. At somepoint cancerbeganto spread in his body, probably either from the kidney 
tumor or from his colon. In August, 2008,the doctors removedthe kidney and 18 inchesof the tumor. He 
survived the surgery but didn’t survive the cancer. He passedawayon October 15,2008. Our mother passed 
awayeight months later on June 12th, 2009. 

My mother’s sister, Edith Granberry, and her husband, Bobby Granberry, were on vacations in distant states 
when both of my parents passedawaybut they graciously returned to Dothan to help us in those final days. 

My Aunt Edith wasa special blessing becauseshewould help with her sister in waysthat would have been 
difficult for my brother and I. And her husband Bobby wasalways ready to help, just as he had always been in 
yearspast. One thing that was very special to us was the visit from my mother’s sister and sister-in-laws. As 
wasthe custom in the Bailey family, they cameto our house the day before my father died and spentthe night 
asa comfort to my mother. Edith wasthere aswell asMargie Nell Bailey and Queenie Bailey, who were the 
wivesof my mother’s brothers. With the bedroomsfull, I rememberthem sleepingjust sitting in chairs! Only 
one other aunt wasunableto comedueto her medical situation. 

Around 2005, John and Mott Smith had moved in next door to my parents. They were about my ageand 
they immediately becamegood friends of my parents. John and Mott helped with many things during those 
eight months when we lost our parents and my parents were blessedto have them asdear friends. 

There wasa circumstance of their deaths which wasjust amazing. In my father’s final days we placed a 
hospital bed besidetheir bed in their bedroom and he died on that bed. In my mother’s final dayswe placed 
a similar bed in a different bedroom becauseit was more convenient for an in-home caregiverwhom we had 
employed. But at the very end, for someforgotten reason, we moved that bed back into my parents bedroom in 
the same place where the other hospital bed had been when my father passedaway. So my mother passedaway 
in the bedroom they had slept in for 42years-in the samelocation where my father had passedaway. After65 
years of marriage, my parents ascendedinto Heaven from the verysameair spacebesidetheir bed. I like to 
believe that they went ot Heaven holding hands! 

Ottis Tascal Williams and Mattie Pearl Williams are buried besideeachother in The Brantley Cemetery, 
Brantley, Alabama. 
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Afterthoughts 


Although most of this biography wasa record of the life of Ottis T. Williams, there was,of necessity, much 
overlap into the life of his wife, Mattie Pearl Williams. When I soon write her biography, I will duplicate sever¬ 
al of these chapters since their lives were essentially joined for so many years. 

I alsohaveseveraldigital videosand 8 mm films which I will include in future revisions. Additionally, I’m 
optimistic that my uncles,aunts, and cousinswill make contributions to those revisions by submitting first¬ 
hand accountsof things they remember about my parents. 

This biography has been a journey through my soul. There were things lost in the recessesofmy mind 
which, when combined with old photographs, brought a better understading of who my paerentswereand 
what their lives were really like. For example,! never realized how pretty my mother waswhen shemarried 
my father, not until I looked at those photos of her with him in uniform and the photo of her holding her first 
baby in her lap. Shehad beautiful, long hair and a beautiful face. My father must have been proud ashe could 
beta havesomeonelike her for a wife. Theirs wasa love story that I never knew, and I don’t think most of my 
relatives knew it either. But it wasthere. I could seeit in the pictures and read it in my mother’s diary. 

I hope my cousinswill consider biographies of their parentsaswell. I know there areamazing love stories 
in the early lives of their parents also. We tend not to look at the romantic side of our parents, but it’s a beau¬ 
tiful and peaceful experience when we are able to read those stories and seeour parents at the time when they 
first fell in love. 
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Section 2: Documents and Additional Photographs 


Marriage Record 
(Found in A Family Bible) 


this citifies that 
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Certificate of Death 

(Special Notation: His middle nameon this certificate is spelled“Taskel”, but my recollection is that he spelled it 
Tascal”. He had an older brother named Quinton PascalWilliams and a younger brother named Ivey BascalWilliams) 



The scribbled note “Not 
Right” is by me. My father 
died of brain cancer. His first 
symptoms were an aching 
pain in his back. I think the 
doctors later found that he 
may have had colon cancer 
which had spreadfirst to 
his spine, and then to his 
brain. There was a tumor 
on his kidney which we had 
monitored for 10 years. Two 
months before his death, sur- 
geonsremoved that kidney 
and 18 inches of his Gl tract. 
Rick Williams 
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Contractor’s Agreementfor the construction of the first homeofOttis and Mattie PearlWilliams in Elba, Alabama. Dated 
June6,1950. This wassevenmonths after the birth of their 2nd son, Ricky Williams. Note the price of $9,350for labor and 

materials. It was a 3 bedroom, 2 bath home with a garage. 
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Deed for 402Whatley Drive, Dothan, Alabama. 
Dated April3, 1967. 



Cost of the home my parentsbuilt in early 
1967. This is my father’s handwriting. The 
construction costwas$14,506and the cost of 
the residential lot was$1,500. The “Room” 
for $1,100was probably the outdoor storage 
room used for gardening equipment and 
other things. 
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Photos of the Home in Dothan, Alabama 

402 Whatley Drive, Dothan, Al. 36303 

Important Notation! There’sa good bit of clutter in thesephotos. The photographsof the interior of the 
house were taken six months after my parents passedaway. The photographs of the exterior of the house 
and the yards were taken in 2016, sevenyears after my parents’ death. My mother would NEVER haveal- 
lowed the inside of their home to be littered and unkempt. Shewasa world-class housekeeper. My father 
would have never allowed their yards and shrubsto be overgrown like in the pictures-not for one day! 



The den. 


Theden looking into the kitchen. 


Grandfather clock on the mantle. 



Sofa and my father’s desk. 


The kitchen. 




The kitchen looking into 
the dining room. 
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The bedroom where they slept for 42 years. 



Another view of their bedroom. 



Their dresserand small bath.. The guest bedroom with 

Broyhill furniture.. 




Hallway to the bedrooms. 



The living room and 
front entrancefoyer. 


Theliving room 
looking into the dining room. 


The faux fireplace in 
the living room. 
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The sofa and furniture probably 
purchased in the early 1960’s. 



The china cabinet. The cabinet, 
china, and silver were probably 
purchased in the 1960’s. 



Thedining room table 
(cluttered after their deaths). 



Silver dinnerware. The silver was 
seldom ever used but it wasfashionable 
in that day for a home to have silver 
dinnerware and mahogonyfurniture. 












A third bedroomwhich wasmy (Rick Wil¬ 
liams) room in high school, 1967,1968. 



The hallway bathroom. 



The utility room 
and third bathroom. 
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Exterior Views 

These photos, taken by a landscaper seven years after my parents passed 
away,don’t showthe beauty of the yards that were so important to them. 
They worked in their yards and garden almost daily. 
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Looking through the garage 
onto the covered patio. 



This view, from the garden, showsonly about 1/3 of the large 
side yard which extendsout of the photo to the right. 




The storage building with attached greenhouse. 
The scuppernon vine is to the left. 
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$500 Bill of Salefor the cabin and lake 
property purchased on Gantt Lake near 
Andalusia, Alabama in 1971. It waspur- 
chasedfrom SamCountryman who had 
retired from the sameinsurance company 
that my father worked for. 



Surveyof the part of Gantt Lake where their cabin was 
located. Plot #32. 

LOT 32 VALLEY OF SHILOH, GANTT, AL 
Postal Address: 15122 F M JONES ROAD 
ANDALUSIA, AL. 36421 
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Images of the Cottage on Gantt Lake Near Andalusia 
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